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of your suit, you have been robbing me of my best, while I was
still too young to understand? I tell you, now that I'm old
enough to learn from others what has happened and to feel my
own strength at last, I will not rest till I have let hell loose upon
you, whether I go to Pylos or manage here in Ithaca itself. And
I shall not be balked of this journey I have spoken of. I am going,
if only as a passenger, since it seems to have suited you better
that I should not be allowed a ship or crew of my own/
A storm of insults and derision greeted this speech.<! do be-
lieve,' said one young ruffian,' that Telemachus wants to cut our
throats! And he's off to sandy Pylos to get help. Perhaps he'll
go as far as Sparta and back, since he's so thirsty for our blood.
Or it may occur to him that the fertile soil ofEphyre is worth a
visit. He'll come home with a deadly poison, pop it in the wine-
bowl, and lay us all out.'
And another of the young bloods chimed in: *Ah, but who
knows? Ifhe too takes to seafaring, he may stray from home and
be lost like Odysseus. And what a nuisance that would be for us!
All the extra trouble of dividing his property between us and
presenting his house to his mother and her bridegroom!'
Telemachus let them talk, and went along to his father's store-
room, a big and lofty chamber stacked with gold and bronze,
and with chests full of clothing, and stores of fragrant oil. There
too, shoulder to shoulder along the wall, stood jars of mellow
vintage wine, full of the true unblended juice, waiting for the
day when Odysseus, for all he had suffered, should find his home
again. There were locks to the closely-fitted, folding doors; and
day and night the room and its treasures were in charge of the
housekeeper, Eurycleia, daughter ofOps, Peisenor's son, a cus-
todian who had all her wits about her.
Calling her now to the store-room, Telemachus said: * Listen,
nurse, will you draw me off some flagons of wine? And let it be
good stuff, the best you have, next to the vintage you keep with
such care for your unlucky king, always hoping that he may
dodge his fate and walk m one day from heaven knows where.
Fill me twelve flagons and put their stoppers on. And pour me

